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SCENE  I. — A  Garden,  where  several  Gardeners-  are 
at  work;  some  digging,  <Cc. ;  others,  toy  ether  with 

SrfwAr  Up  bundles  of  asparagus . 

BUNDLE  and  TOG  seated  under  a  tree,  at  break¬ 
fast  upon  cold  roast  beef ;  a  tankard  of  beer  won 
the  table.  * 


Labour,  lads,  ere  youth  be  acne r 
For  tee  apace  the ' day  steals  on. 


uuuuur  is- me  poor  man's  wealth  • 

Labour  'tis  that  gives  him  health r 
Labour  makes  us,  while  we  sing 
Happier  than  the  greatest  Icing. 

Then  labour,  lads,  ere  youth  be  gone. 

For  see  apace  the  day  steals  on.. 

Jfundle.  This,  now.  ism  jr  delight  ••  to  sit  ->t 
fast  while  the  men  work  Come:  honest  Torn  R 
us  make  an  end  of  our  tankard  before  mv  wif»  r-ei 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  I.  —A  Garden ,  where  several  Gardeners-  ar 
at  work;  some  digging ,  d:c. ;  others,  toget/ier  wit, 

PTTvm  'I0™"]  Up  bun<ites  °f  asparaqui 

CUi..  DLE  and  TUG  seated  under  a  tree ,  at  break 

the  table  a  tankard  °f  beer  wpoi 


Labour,  lads ,  ere  youth  be  gone f 
For  tee  ajpace  the  'day.  steals  on. 


Labour  is- the  poor  man's  Wealths 
Labour  tis  that  gives  him  health? 
Labour  makes  us,  while  we  sing,. 
Happier  than  the  greatest  king. 
Then  labour ,  lads,  ere  youth  be  gone. 
Tor  see  apace  the  day  steals  on.. 


fast  while  the  men  work/  C»o^s\  Tom"ti 
us  make  an  end  of  our  tankard  before  my  wif*  c<  r<; 
«:  hat  raking 
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and  I,  she  stays  a  devilish  deal  longer  than  while 
she  sellsthe  sparrow-grass),  keeps  her  abed  woundy 
late  of  a  morning. 

Tug.  Why,  Master  Bundle,  I  have  oftentimes 
thought  to  myself,  that  it  was  a  wondersome  kind 
of  thing  how  it  came  to  pass,  that  you  two  agree 
so  badly;  when  out  of  all  the  four-and-twenty 
hours,  you  are  hardly  ever  above  two  of  them  to¬ 
gether. 

Bundle.  Ah!  Thomas,  Thomas!  ’tis  very  hard 
that  a  man  like  me  can’t  be  allowed  to  get  drunk 
once  a-day,  without  being  called  to  an  account 
for  it;  but  between  you  and, I,  she  is  the  arrant- 

est - 

Mrs.  B.  i  Within.)  What  are  you  all  about  there? 
Where’s  your  lazy,  idle  master? 

Bund  e.  You  hear  she  has  begun  to  ring  her 
usual  peak  This  is  the  way,  the  moment  she  is 
up! 

Tug.  And  I  believe  she  seldom  leaves  off  till  she 
goes  to  bed.  Does  she,  Mr.  Bundle  ? 

Bundle.  No,  nor  then  neither.  Everything  must 
be  her  way.  or  there's  no  getting  any  peace.  As 
soon  as  the  marketing’s  over  in  town,  away  she 
and  her  favourite  Robin  trudge  to  the  two  shil¬ 
ling  gallery  of  one  of  the  play-houses,  where  they 
have  picked  up  such  a  pack  of  d— d  nonsense, 
about  sentiments  and  stuff,  that  I  am  not  only 
obliged  to  put  up  with  her  scolding  me  all  the  time 
I  do  see  her,  but  I  am  scolded  in  a  language  I  don’t 
un  -  erstand. 

Tug.  Why,  I  should  like  that  best  now;  for, 
then,  you  know,  one  has  no  right  to  take  it  for 
scolding  at  all. 

Bundle.  Oh  !  when  once  she  raises  her  voice,  you 
never  can  take  it  for  anything  else. 

Tug.  Why,  then,  mayhap,  ->t  is  all  concerning 
this  same  play-house  business  that  she’s  so  stout 
against  me,  and  does  all  she  can  to  serve  Master 
Robin  with  Miss  Wilelminy. 

Bundle.  Ay,  there  was  another  of  her  freaks: 
she  was  then  as  fond  of  romances  as  she  is  now 
of  plays:  and  though  my  father,  who  was  as 
plain  a  man  as  myself,  swore  he  would  not  leave 
us  a  farthing,  if  we  did  not  call  the  girl  Margery, 
nothing  would  satisfy  her,  forsooth,  but  we  must 
give  her  the  name  of  Wilelmina.  ’Tis  such  a 
d— d,  confounded,  hard  name,  that  I  was  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  three  years  before  I  could  pronounce  it 
right. 

Tug.  Well,  stand  to  your  oars ;  for  here  she 

comes! 

Enter  MRS.  BUNDLE. 

Mrs.  B.  Is  it  not  a  most  marvedous  thing,  Mr. 
Bundle,  that  I  must  be  such  an  eternal  slave  to 
my  family,  in  this  here  manner,  while  you  and 
your  cologuing  companions  are  besotting  and 
squandering  away  your  time  with  your  guzzling, 
and  everything  goes  to  rack  and  manger?  I  that 
am  such  a  quiet,  well-bred,  easy,  tame  creature; 
that  never  scolds,  nor  riots,  nor  dins  your  faults 
in  your  ears;  but  am  always  as  gentle  and  as  pa¬ 
tient  as  a  lamb, 

Bundle.  You  are  a  very  good  wife  to  be  sure, 
my  dear,  only  a  little  inclined  to  talking.  If  you 
now  had  no  tongue,  or  1  had  no  ears,  we  should 
be  the  happiest  couple  in  the  world. 

Mrs.  B.  What  a  provocating  creature!— Tongue! 

—  But  this  eomeB  of  marrying  such  a  scum  of  a 
fellow?  one  that  yon  may  throw  away  all  the  ten¬ 
derness  in  the  World  for,  before  it  makes  any  ha-  1 
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presBion  upon  him.  But  it  serves  me  right;  for 
’tis  very  well  known  what  great  offers  ]  refused 
upon  your  account. 

Bundle.  I  don’t  know  how  it  should  be  other¬ 
wise  than  well  known,  my  love ;  for  I  generally 
hear  of  it  about  six  times  a-day.  But,  my  dear 
don’t  you  think  it  will  be  necessary  to  give  orders 
about  loading  the  cartjagainst  you  go  to  Lon¬ 
don? 

Mrs.  B.  Sir,  I  shall  not  go  to  London  to-ni"ht 
at  all.  Robin,  Miss  Wilelmina,  and  I,  are  invited 
to  go  with  a  party  to  see  tbe  rowing-match  this 
afternoon,  and  afterwards,  there  is  to  be  a  hop  at 
Mr.  Wicks’s,  the  tallow-chandler’s,  where  I  intend 
to  settle  the  purlimiuaries  about  my  daughter’s 
wedding ;  and  1  desire  you  to  take  caro,  that 
the  pines  are  not  all  gone  before  next  week* 
for  1  intend  to  invite  the  whole  party  to  a  hoo 
here.  * 

Tug.  But,  Madam  Bundle,  ben’t  you  some  how 
or  other  afraid,  that,  what  with  one  thing  and  what 
with  another,  you'll  hop  all  the  money  out  of  your 
husband'a  pocket? 

Mrs.  B.  1  don’t  direct  my  discourse  to  you, 
sir;  but  ’tis  my  husband  that  encourages  you  to 
behave  in  such  a  brutish  and  outrageous  man¬ 
ner.  He  has  promised  you,  I  know,  that  you 
should  have  my  daughter;  but  I'll  make  him  to 
know  wiiu  s  tit  liom <3,  I  will!  I’ll  assure  you,  in- 
deed!  Such  a  fellow  as  you!  —  a  nasty,  idling 
scurvy  lapscallien,  that  leads  a  filthy,  drunken, 
lazy  life;  sotting  in  one  alehouse,  and  sotting 
in  another  And  shall  such  a  low  brute  dare  to 
expire  to  the  honour  of  marrying  Miss  Wilelmina 
Bundle  ? 

Tug.  I’ll  tell  you  what,  Ma’am  Bundle,  I  should 
not  care  much  for  marrying  your  daughter,  if  she 
was  not  of  a  little  better  temper  than  yourself 
Mrs.  B.  Oh!  the  villain  1  Why,  you '  vile 
wicked - 

Bundle.  My  dear,  how  can  you  put  yourself  in 
such  a  passion  ?  you,  you  know,  who  are  such  a 
tame  creature;  one  ihat  never  scolds  nor  riots. 

Mrs.  B.  I’ll  riot  you  all  to  some  tune,  I  will- 
tnerefore,  Mr.  Bundle,  unless  you  would  have  me 
sue  for  a  separate  maintenance  -mind  what  I  say 
—next  time  i  go  to  London,  I  shall  take  Robin  with 
me  to  Doctors'- ^  ommons,  and  nothing  but  your 
consent  to  his  marrying  your  daughter,  shall  ever 
make  me  look  upon  you  again. 

AIR.— MRS.  BUNDLE. 

My  counsel  take, 

Or  else  I'll  snake 
The  house  too  hot  to  hold  you; 

Be  rul'd  I  pray, 

I'd  something  say : 

Did  I  e'er  rout  or  scold  you  t 
But  spite  to  wreak, 

On  one  so  me  k, 

Who  never  raves  or  jhes  out; 

On  me,  who  am 
Like  any  lamb — 

Oh !  1  could  tear  your  eyes  out. 

t  Exit 

Tug.  Well,  and  what  say  you  to  all  this? 

Bundle.  Why,  I’ll  tell  y»>u  wuat.  honest  Thomas - 
for  me  to  contradict  her,  would  be  much  the  sama 
tiling  as  for  you  to  row  against  wind  and  tide. 
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Tug.  Why,  then,  that  would  be  bad  enough, 
Master  Bundle. 

Bundle.  But  I'll  try  what  I  can  do  with  my 
daughter  for  you;  and  all  I  can  say  to  put  you  in 
heart  is,  that  if  I  And  her  as  headstrong  and  as 
perverse  as  her  mother,  I  shall  advise  you  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  her,  and  bo  save  you  from  hang¬ 
ing  yourself  in  a  month. 

Tug.  But,  Master  Bundle,  if  I  marries  miss,  I 
expect  to  be  a  little  happier  than  you  are. 

Bundle.  Ah!  Tom,  Tom!  the  wisest  of  us  maybe 
deceived. 

Tug.  I  don’t  know  but  you  are  in  the  right  of  it. 
A  waterman  would  be  a  confounded  fool,  that 
would  put  up  a  sail  with  the  wind  and  tide  both  in 
his  teeth— But  here  comes  Miss  Wileminy.  If  she 
marries  me,  I’ll  see  if  I  can't  get  her  to  change  her 
name. 


Enter  MISS  WILELHINA. 

AIR. 

\oo  youths  for  my  love  are  contending  in  vain ; 

For  do  all  they  can, 

Their  sufferings  1  rally,  and  laugh  at  their  pain. 
Which,  which  is  the  man 

That  deserves  me  the  most  ?  Let  me  ask  of  my  heart, 

Is  it  liobin  who  smirks,  or  who  dresses  so  smart  f 
Or  Tom ,  honest  Tom,  who  makes  plainness  his  plant 
Which,  which  is  the  man  ? 

Indeed,  to  he  prudent,  and  do  what  I  ought, 

I  do  what  1  can  ; 

Yet  surely  papa  and  mamma  are  in  fault; 

To  a  different  man 

They  each  have  advis'd  me  to  yield  up  my  heart : 
Mamma  praises  liobin,  who  dresses  so  smart ; 

Papa  honest  Tom,  who  makes  plainness  his  plan; 

Which,  which  is  the  man  t 

Be  kind,  then,  my  heart ,  and  but  point  out  the  youth, 
Til  do  what  i  can 

His  love  to  return,  and  return  it  with  truth : 

Which,  which  is  the  man  ? 

Be  kind  to  my  wishes,  and  point  out,  my  heart, 

Is  it  Robin  who  smirks,  and  who  dresses  so  smart  f 
Or  Tom,  honest  Tom ,  who  makes  plainness  his  plan  f 
Which,  which  is  the  man  f 

Tug.  Take  my  advice,  miss,  and  let  it  be  honest 
Tom. 

Wilel.  Oh,  you  brute !  did  you  hear  me  ? 

Tug.  Why,  miss,  suppose  if  I  did,  you  aren't 
afraid  of  speaking  your  mind,  be  ye  ? 

Wild.  My  mind!  Why  you  have  not  the  as¬ 
surance  to  pretend  that  I  said  anything  in  favour 
of  you? 

Tug.  Why,  no,  I  can’t  say  directly  that  you 
said  as  how  you’d  have  me;  but  I’m  sure  you 
can’t  help  saying  yourself,  that  it  sounded  a  little 
that  way. 

Wi  el.  And  do  you  imagine  that  I  could  prefer 
you  to  Robin,  sweet  Robin !  as  the  song  says,  that's 
all  over  a  nosegay,  and  the  very  pink  of  good 
breeding. 

Tug.  For  my  part  I  makes  no  comparisments, 
a-s  a  body  may  say;  but  I'd  be  sorry,  miss,  if  there 
was  not  others  as  agreeable  and  well-behaved  as 
he,  however. 

Wilel.  What,  yourself,  T  suppose?  Do  you  know, 
yau  odious  creature  1  that  he  can  spout  Romeo 
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by  heart,  and  that  he’s  for  ever  talking  slmilies 
to  me? 

Tug.  I  know  he’s  for  ever  talking  nonsense  to 
you. 

Wilel.  Oh!  hold  your  filthy  tongue!  Do  you 
but  hear  him  compare  my  cheeks  to  carnations, 
my  hands  to  lillies,  my  beautiful  blue  veins  to  vio¬ 
lets,  my  lips  to  cherries,  my  teeth  to  snow-drows, 
and  my  eyes  to  the  sparkling  dew  that  hangs  upon 
the  rose-trees  in  the  morning,  —  what  would  you 
say,  then  ? 

Tug.  Ah !  but  you  know,  miss,  that’s  all  in  his 
way. 

Wilel.  Then  he  writes  verses!  Oh,  dear  me !  the 
author  of  the  opera-book  in  the  parlour  window,  is 
a  fool  to  him  for  writing.  Oh !  he  is  a  very  Ovid's 
Metamorphose! 

Tug.  Why,  for  the  matter  of  that,  miss,  there  are 
other  folks  that  can  write  as  well  as  he.  What 
would  you  soy  now.  if  I  had  wrote  something  about 
concerning  my  falling  in  love  with  you  ? 

Wilel.  I  should  then  begin  to  have  some  hopes  of 
you. 

Tug.  Should  you  ? — Why,  then,  1  have. 

Wilel.  Oh,  dear!  let’s  seek. 

Tug.  It’s  a  song,  miss:  I’ll  sing  it  to  you,  if  you 
please. 


AIR— TUG. 

And  did  you  not  hear  of  a  jolly  young  waterman, 

Who  at  Blackfriars  Bridge  us'd  for  to  ply? 

And  he  feather' d  his  oars  with  such  skill  and  dexterity. 
Winning  each  heart  and  delighting  each  eye: 

He  look'd  so  neat,  and  row'd  so  steadily, 

The  maidens  all  flock'd  in  his  boat  so  readily, 

And  he  ey'd  the  young  rogues  with  so  charming  an  air, 
That  this  waterman  ne'er  was  in  want  of  a  fare. 

WTiat  sights  of  fine  folks  he  ojt  row'd  in  his  wherry, 
'Twas  clean'd  out  so  nice,  and  painted  withal; 

He  was  always  first  oars  when  the  fine  city  ladies 
In  a  party  to  Ranelagh  went  or  Vauxnall. 

And  oftentimes  would  they  be  giggling  and  leering, 

But  'twos  all  one  to  Tom,  their  gibing  and  jeering, 

For  loving  or  liking  he  little  did  care, 

For  this  waterman  ne'er  was  in  want  of  a  fare. 

And  yet  but  to  see  how  strangely  things  happen; 

As  he  row'd  along  thinking  of  nothing  at  all, 

He  was  ply' d  by  a  damsel  so  lovely  and  charming, 

That  she  smil'd,  and  so  straightway  in  love  he  did 
fall: 

And  would  this  young  lady  but  banish  his  sorrow. 

He'd  wed  her  to-night  before  to-morrow, 

And  how  should  this  waterman  ever  know  care, 

When  he's  married,  and  never  in  want  of  a  fare  t 

Well,  miss,  how  do  you  like  it  ? 

Wilel.  Like  it !  why  it’s  the  very  moral  of  your¬ 
self !  If  you  had  not  passed  half  your  time  between 
Wapping  and  the  Tower-stairs,  you  could  never 
have  written  such  a  song. 

Tug.  Didn  t  I  tell  you  as  how  it  was  the  thing? 
Well,  now,  I  hope  you  will  consent  ? 

Wilel.  Consent  to  what  ? 

Tug.  Why,  to  marry  me.  To  be  sartain,  you 
won  t  find  me  like  your  Mr.  Robin,  inconsiderate 
puppy,  that  will  say  more  in  half  an  hour  than 
he’ll  stand  to  in  half  a  year.  I  am  a  little  too 
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much  of  an  Englishman,  I  thank  you,  miss,  for 
that :  my  heart  lies  in  the  right  place;  and,  as  we 
Bay,  'tis  not  always  the  best-looking  boat  goes  the 
Bai'est. 

Wild.  And  bo,  Mr.  Thomas,  you  really  think,  by 
all  this  flue  talking,  to  make  me  dying  for  love  of 
you? 

Tug.  Why,  miss,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  don’t 
Bee  why  I  should  not. 

Wiki.  Well,  then,  I’ll  tell  you  what,  if  you  ever 
expect  to  have  anything  to  say  to  me,  you  must 
kneel  at  my  feet,  kiss  my  hand,  swear  that  I  am 
an  angel ;  that  the  very  sun,  moon,  and  stars,  are 
not  half  so  bright  as  my  eyes;  that  I  am  Cupid, 
Venus,  and  the  three  Graces  put  together. 

Tug.  Why,  to  be  sure,  all  this  may  be  very  fine; 
but  why  should  1  speak  to  you  in  a  lingo  I  don’t 
understand? 

Wild.  This,  as  my  dear  Robin  says,  is  the  only 
language  of  true  lovers ;  and  if  you  don’t  under¬ 
stand  it  already,  you’ll  learn  it  for  my  sake. 

Tug.  I’ll  tell  you  what,  miss;  if  you  don’t  marry 
me  till  I  make  such  a  fool  of  myself,  ’tis  my  mind 
you’ll  never  marry  me  at  all.  I  love  you,  to  be  sar- 
tain;  there’s  nobody  can  say  to  the  contrary  of 
that ;  but  you  11  never  catch  me  at  your  Cupids  and 
Wenisses:  lam  plain  and  downright.  I’d  do  all 
that  is  in  my  power  to  make  you  happy,  if  you’d 
have  me;  and  if  you  won’t,  I  have  nothing  to  do 
but  to  cast  away  care,  and  go  on  board  a  man-of- 
war  ;  for  I  could  never  bear  to  stay  here,  if  you 
was  married  to  another. 

Wilel.  What,  then,  you’d  leave  England,  and  all 
for  the  love  of  me  ? 

Tug.  That’s  what  I  would,  miss. 

Wilel.  Well,  that  would  be  charming!  Oh,  how 
I  should  doat'  upon  it,  if  I  were  to  hear  them  cry 
through  Battersea  streets — “The  Sailor's  Lamenta¬ 
tion  for  the  Loss  of  his  Mistress!” 

Tug.  I’ll  stick  to  my  word,  I  assure  you;  if  you 
won  t  have  me,  I’ll  go  on  board  a  man-of-war. 

AIR.— TUG, 

Then  farewell  my  trim-built  wherry, 

Oars,  and  coat,  and  badge,  farewell ; 

Fever  more  at  Chelsea  ferry 
Shall  your  Thomas  take  a  spell. 

But,  to  hope  and  peace  a  stranger, 

In  the  battles  hea '  I'll  go ; 

W/ure,  extos'd  to  ev'ry  danger. 

Some  fr  iend  y  bull  shall  lay  me  lout. 

Then,  mayhap,  when  homeward  steering, 

W  ith  the  news  my  messmates  come, 

Evn  you,  the  story  hearing , 

With  a  sigh,  may  cry — “  Poor  Tom." 

[Exit 

Wild.  Well,  ’tis  a  most,  charming  thing  to  plague 
these  creatures.  Die  lor  me!  if  I  had  not,  given 
myself  some  airs  to  him,  he  never  could  have 
thought  of  such  a  thing;  but  that’s  the  way,  if  one 
does'not  use  them  like  dogs,  there’s  no  getting  any¬ 
thing  from  them.  But  here  comes  Robin  :  I  must 
plague  him  in  another  way. 

Enter  ROBTN. 

Robin.  Miss  Wilclmiua,  mav  I  have  the  unspeak¬ 


able  happiness  to  tell  you  bow  muoh  words  faU 
short  of  the  great  honour  you  would  prefer  upon 
me,  if  you  would  grant  me  the  request  of  favour¬ 
ing  me  with  your  hand  this  evening  at  the  hop. 

Wilel.  Why,  Mr.  Robin,  what  particular  inclina¬ 
tion  can  you  have  to  dance  with  me? 

Robin .  What  inclination,  miss?  Ask  the  plants 
why  they  love  a  shower?  Ask  the  sunflower  why 
it  loves  the  sun?  Ask  the  snowdrop  why  it  is 
white?  Ask  the  violet  why  it  is  blue?  Ask  the 
trees  why  they  blossom  ?  the  cabbages  why  they 
grow?  ’Tis  all  because  they  can’t  help  it;  no  more 
can  I  help  my  love  for  you. 

Wilel.  Lard  1  Mr.  Robin,  how  gallant  you  are. 

Robin ,  Oh,  my  Wilelmina,  thou  art  straighter 
than  the  straightest  tree !  sweeter  than  the  sweetest 
flower!  Thy  hand  is  as  white  as  a  lily!  thy  breath 
is  as  sweet  as  honeysuckles!  and  when  you  speak, 
grace  is  in  all  your  steps  heaven  in  your  eye,  in 
every  gesture — oh,  dear ! 

Wilel.  Lard !  Mr.  Robin,  you  have  said  that  so 
often — 

Robin.  Well,  you  never  heard  me  say  this  in 
your  life.  Now,  mind  :  my  heart  is  for  all  the  world 
just  like  a  hot  bed,  where  the  seed  of  affection, 
sown  by  your  matchless  charms,  and  warmed  by 
that  sun,  your  eyes,  became  a  beautiful  flower, 
which  is  just  now  full  blown;  and  all  l  desire, 
miss,  is,  that  you’ll  condescend  to  gather  it,  and 
stick  it  in  your  bosom. 

Wile1.  And  what  pretensions  have  you  to  think  I 
shall  ever  consent  to  such  a  thing? 

Robin.  Pretension,  miss?  Because  my  love  is  aa 
boundless  as  the  sea,  and  my  heart  is  as  full  of 
Cupid’s  arrows  as  a  sweet-briar  is  full  of  thorns. 

Wilel.  But  I  am  afraid  if  I  were  foolish  enough 
to  believe  you,  you  would  soon  forget  me. 

Robin.  Forget  you,  miss?  ’tis  impossible!  Sooner 
shall  asparagus  forget  to  grow,  seed  frrget  to  rise, 
leaves  to  fall:  sooner  shall  tress  grow  with  tlieir 
roots  in  the  air,  and  their  branches  buried  in  the 
earth,  than  1  forget  my  Wilelmina. 

Wilel.  Well,  I  do  declare  there’s  no  resisting 
you. 

Robin.  Resisting  me,  miss!  no,  I  don’t  know  how 
you  should;  my  heart  is  stocked  with  love,  as  a 
flower-garden  is  stocked  with  flowers.  The  Cupids 
that  have  fled  from  your  eyes,  and  taken  shelter 
there  are  as  much  out  of  number  as  the  leaves  on 
a  tree,  or  the  colours  in  a  bed  of  tulips.  You  are 
to  me  what  the  summer  is  to  the  garden;  and  if 
you  don’t  revive  mo  with  the  sunshine  of  your 
favour,  I  shall  be  over-run  with  the  weeds  of  dis¬ 
appointment,  and  choked  up  with  the  brambles  of 
despair. 

Wilel,  That  would  be  a  pity,  indeed. 

Robin.  So  ’twould,  indeed,  miss. 

Wilel.  Do  you  really  love  me,  then? 

Robin.  Love  you  ? 

AIR.— ROBIN. 

Bid  the  blossoms  ne'er  be  blighted, 

Birds  by  scare-crows  ne'er  befriuhted, 

From  the  firm  earth  the  oak  remove,  $ 

Teach  the  holly-oak  to  grow, 

Trees  bear  cherries, 
lie  tges  berries ; 

Buf,  pr'ythee,  teach  me  not  to  love. 

Grass  shall  grow  than  cedars  higher, 

Pinks  shall  bloom  upon  the  briar , 
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Lilies  be  as  black  ax  jet, 

Roses  smell  no  longer  siceet, 

Melons  ripen  without  heat, 

Plums  and  cherries, 

Taste  lik»  berries, 

When  Wielmina  I  forge h 

[Exit. 


Enter  BUNDLE. 

Wilel.  Oh,  papa,  are  you  there  ? 

Bundle.  Hush,  hush!  speak  softly.  You  have 
aot  seen  your  mother,  have  you? 

Wilel.  No. 

Bundle.  Because  I  wanted  to  talk  with  you,  Wilel- 
rnina,  my  dear. 

Wilel.  What,  upon  the  old  subject,  I  suppose. 
Bundle.  Yes;  but  I  would  not  have  her  hear  us. 
Wilel.  Oh !  she  is  safe  enough,  scolding  the  men 
in  the  garden. 

Bundle.  Oh!  that  will  take  her  some  time. — Well, 
have  you  seen,  Thomas? 

Wilel.  Yes,  I  have  seen  him.  and  a  most  deplor¬ 
able  figure  he  cuts.  I  believe  by  this  time  he  has 
entered  himself  on  board  a  man-of-war;  that  so  as 
the  history-book  says,  he  may  put  an  end  to  his 
existence  and  my  cruelty  together. 

Bundle.  Why,  did  he  say  he  would  ? 

Wilel.  Don’t  I  tell  you  I  was  cruel  to  him;  and 
how  could  he  do  any  less? 

Bundle.  Why,  the  girl’s  distracted !  But  this 
comes  of  gadding  about  with  jmur  mother.  If  you 
had  listened  to  my  advice,  I  would  no  more  have 
suffered  you  to  put  on  such  ridiculous  conceited 
airs — Why,  you  and  your  mother  are  the  laughing¬ 
stock  of  the  whole  place  :  I  never  pop  my  head  in¬ 
to  the  Black  Raven  to  get  my  penny-worth  in  a 
morning,  but  all  the  folks  are  full  of  it. 

Wilel.  Why,  papa,  we  are  only  a  little  genteeler 
than  the  rest  of  the  people  of  Battersea,  that’s  all. 

Bundle.  Genteeler!  Do  you  call  it  genteel,  then 
to  take  a  pleasure  at  being  pointed  at  ?  But  I’ll 
not  bear  it ;  therefore,  hear  what  I  have  to  say, 
or— 

Wilel.  Why  do  you  tell  me  all  this?  Why  don’t 
you  speak  to  my  mamma  ?  ’Tis  no  wonder  she 
does  what  she  pleases  with  me,  when  you  know 
you  don’t  care  to  contradict  her  yourself. 

Bundle.  Not  dare  to  contradict  her ! 

Wilel.  No,  papa;  you  know  she  will  have  her 
own  way!  and  since  she  has  desired  mo  to  have 
Robin,  what  can  I  do  but  be  dutiful  ? 

Bundle.  What,  then,  you  owe  no  duty  to  me,  I 
suppose  ? 

Wilel.  Indeed,  I  do ;  and  if  I  could  see  that  you 
owed  a  little  to  yourself,  I  would  oblige  you  wil¬ 
lingly. 

Bundle.  But,  as  it  is,  you  won’t  marry  Thomas? 
Wilel.  I  can’t,  indeed. 

Bundle.  And  for  no  other  reason,  but  because 
your  mamma  insists  upon  your  marrying  Robin  ? 
Wilel.  No  other. 

Bundle.  Very  well;  I’ll  settle  the  matter;  she 
shall  do  as  I  please ;  and  if  she  were  to  come 
across  me  now— 

Enter  MRS.  BUNDLE. 

Mrs.  B.  What  then,  Mr.  Bundle  ? 

Bundles.  My  dear  ? 

Mrs.  B.  What  could  have  conduced  you  to  raise 


your  voice  to  such  a  pitch  ?  I  hope  you  had  not  the 
assurance  to  be  tampering,  and  plotting,  and  under¬ 
mining  my  daughter’s  infections;  and  above  all,  I 
hope  you  was  not  hatching  up  any  vile  scheme  to 
impose  my  authority. 

Wilel  Poor  papa,  how  he  looks! 

(Aside.) 

Bundle.  Why,  my  dear,  I  did  intend  to  say  some¬ 
thing  to  you  on  that  subject,  but  as  my  tongue  does 
not  go  quite  so  fast  as  a  water-will,- 1  am  afraid  it 
would  be  but  to  little  purpose. 

Mrs.  B.  Scurvy  creature ! 

Wilel.  If  you  don’t  speak,  papa,  I  shall  be  obliged 
to  marry  Robin. 

Bundle.  I  can’t  help  it 

Wild.  ’Tis  all  your  own  fault,  now  ;•  don’t  blame 
me :  I  must  marry  Robin ;  you  have  perfectly  given 
me  your  consent. 

Bmulle.  So  thou  couldst  but  unmarry  me,  I’d  con¬ 
sent  to  your  marrying  whoever  you  pleased. 

[Exit- 

Mrs.  B.  Well,  my  dear,  what  has  he  been  saying 
to  you  ?  nothing,  I  hope,  to  discourage  you  in  your 
infections  to  Robin. 

Wilel.  Indeed  he  has;  and  I  can’t  think  of  being 
undutiful. 

Mrs.  B.  Undutiful,  indeed!  I  say  undutiful! 
Which  will  reflect  most  upon  you,  do  you  think? 
to  obey  a  mean,  poor-spirited  drone  of  a  father, 
who  has  nothing  but  low,  mechanical  ideras,  or  a 
mother  who. is  acquainted  wito  Shakspere,  goes  to 
all  the  sentimental  comedies,  can  play  at  cards; 
dance  kittellions  and  allemandes,  and  knows  every 
particle  of  purliteness  aud  high  breeding  ? 

Wilel.  Very  true,  madam;  but  then,  Mr.  Thomas 
is  such  a  sweet  young  maa. 

Mrs.  B.  He ! 

Wilel.  So  good-natured  l 

Mrs.  B.  The  Vandill 

Wild.  So  honest ! 

Mrs.  B.  Low  creature ! 

Wi  el.  Such  an  immensity  of  love ! 

Mrs.  B.  The  Hottentot!  I’ll  tell  you  what, 
Wilelmma,  your  father  has  put  all  this  into  your 
head..  I’ll  go  and  give  it  to  him  heartily  while  my 
b'ood  s  up,  for  daring  to  be  beforehand  with  me; 
and  then,  I  have  but  one  word  to  say  to  you,  either 
comply  and  marry  Robin,  or  else  I’ll  disinherit 
you  from  any  share  in  the  blood  of  my  family  the 
Grograms;  and  you  may  creep  through  life  with 
the  dirty,  pitiful,  mean,  paltry,  low,  ill-bred  notious 
which  you  have  gathered  from  his  family  the 
Bundles. 

[Exit. 


AIR.— W1LELMINA. 


Too  yielding  a  carriage 
Has  oft  before  marriage 
To  ruin  and  misery  pointed  the  tray  f 
You're  shuvn'd  if  complying, 

But  you're  lover  once  flying, 

Uow  eager  he'll  follow,  and  beg  you  to  stay. 

A  coquette  ne' er  proclaim  me, 

]  e  maids,  then,  nor  blame  me, 

If  l  wish  to  be  happy  whene’er  I’m  a  wife ; 

Each  lover's  denial 
TFo*  only  a  trial 

Wltich  is  he  that's  most  likely  to  love  me  for  life. 

[Exit. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  L — The  same. 

BUNDLE  discovered. 

Bundle.  What  shall  I  do  with  this  perverse  girl? 
I  have  but  poor  comfort  for  my  friend  Thomas. 
However,  all  things  considered,  I  don’t  know 
whether  I  should  not  have  done  him  a  more  un¬ 
friendly  office  by  marrying  him  than  by  keeping 
him  single.  For  my  own  part,  were  I  to  chase 
whether  I  would  keep  my  wife  or  have  the  plague, 
on  my  conscience,  I  should  run  the  risk  of  the  last. 
But,  mercy  on  us!  here  she  comes:  'tis  a  strange 
thing  that  I  never  mention  the  word  plague  but 
she's  at  my  elbow. 

Enl.r  MRS.  BUNDLE. 

Mrs.  B.  Mr.  Bundle — I  shall  be  very  cool,  sir. 

Bundle.  I  hope  so,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  B.  What  the  devil  is  the  reason  that  you 
have  been  making  all  this  here  piece  of  work  ? 

Bundle.  My  dear! 

Mrs.  B.  I  say,  sir,  how  comes  it  to  pass,  that  in 
spite  of  all  my  conjunctions  to  the  contrary,  you 
will  behave  so  monstrously  shameful  as  to  oblige 
me  to  put  myself  in  these  here  passions. 

Bundle.  Why.  my  dear,  are  you  ever  in  a  passion  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Don't  provoke  me  :  you  think,  I  suppose, 
because  you  have  got  your  daughter  on  your  side, 
to  carryall  before  you;  but,  Mr.  Bundle,  though 
you  have  been  coaxing  and  wheedling  her  to 

marry  that  low,  dirty - 1  won't  bomean  myself 

by  repeating  his  llltiiy  name  ,  though,  1  say,  she 
has  been  undutiful  and  wicked  enough  to  sufTer 
such  a  low,  unpolite  clown  as  you,  to  persuade  her 
to  marry  a  fellow  as  vulgar  and  as  mean  as  your¬ 
self  ;  yet,  if  I  have  any  authority,  you  shall  no 
more  carry  it  off  in  the  manner  you  think — 

Bundle.  My  dear — 

Mrs.  B.  I  w'on't  hear  a  word. 

Bundle.  Have  a  moment’s  patience,  now,  and  I'll 
convince  you. 

Mrs.  B.  I  won’t  have  patience,  nor  I  won’t  be 
convinced:  ’tis  a  shame,  and  a  scandalous  thing; 
and  whoever  tells  me  to  be  patient,  or  wants  to 
convince  me,  it  shall  be  the  worse  for  them. 

Bundle.  Ho  on,  my  dear 

Mrs.  B.  Oh,  how  I  am  used !  I  could  hang  my¬ 
self  for  vexation.  (Crying.) 

Bundle.  My  dear,  if  you  had  but  about  half  as 
much  reason  as  you  have  passion,  how  very  easily 
could  all  these  matters  be  settled;  for  you  are 
wrong  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  in  this  affair. 
In  the  first  place,  I  don't  think  it  would  be  very 
undutiful  in  a  girl  to  do  what  her  father  desires 
her,  was  it  as  you  say;  in  the  next,  I  desired  her 
to  give  her  consent  to  marry  Thomas,  ’tis  true,  but 
she  refused  me. 

Mrs.  B.  Why,  this  is  worse  than  t’other;  first 
use  me  ill,  and  then  result  me  :  for  the  girl  told 
me.  with  her  own  mouth,  that  bhe  promised  you  to 
marry  Thomas. 

Bundle.  And  she  told  mo,  with  her  own  mouth, 
she  had  promised  you  to  marry  Robin. 

Mrs.  B.  What  am  I  to  think  of  this  ? 

Bundle.  Even  what  you  please,  nay  dear;  you 
know  I  never  dictate  to  you. 


THE  FIRST  OF  AUGUST. 

Euler  WILELMINA. 

Mrs.  B.  Here  she  comes  herself ;  vre  shall  know 
the  truth  of  all  this.  Come  here,  child,  speak  in¬ 
genuously  now :  did  not  you  tell  me  that  you  would 
not  marry  Robin  ? 

Wilel.  I  did,  madam. 

Mrs.  B.  There,  Mr.  Bundle!  And  pray  what 
reason  did  you  give  me  for  it  ? 

IF  lei.  Because  papa  had  persuaded  me  to  marry 
Thomas. 

Mrs.  B.  And  have  you  the  confidence  to  look  me 
in  the  face  after  this  ? 

Bundle.  Pray,  hear  me  one  word. 

Mrs.  B.  1  won’t  hear  a  syllable. 

Bundte.  Nay,  let  me  speak  in  my  turn.  Wilel- 
mina,  come  here,  child,  speak  ingenuously:  did 
not  you  tell  me  you  would  not  marry  Thomas  ? 

Wilel.  I  did  sir. 

Bundle.  There,  Mrs.  Bundle!  And  pray,  what 
reason  did  you  give  me  lor  it? 

Wilel  Because  my  mamma  had  persuaded  me 
to  marry  Robin. 

Bundle.  And  have  you  the  confidence  to  look  mo 
in  the  face  after  this? 

Mrs.  B.  Why,  you  little,  dfrty  trollop,  have  you 
been  making  a  jest  of  us  both  ? 

Bimdle.  Indeed,  my  dear,  there  is  something - 

Wilel.  Hear  me,  my  dear  papa  and  mamma: 
when  first  you  proposed  Robin  to  me,  and  yon 
Thomas,  I  determined  to  have  neither,  till  one  or 
the  other  had  given  me  some  proof  beside  telling 
me  so,  that  he  would  make  me  a  faithful  and  affec¬ 
tionate  husband;  the  first  that  does  shall  have  me 
and  though  I  would  not  wish  to  have  either  of  you 
think  me  undutiful,  on  that  alone  shall  depend  my 
giving  my  consent  to  be  a  wife. 


AIR— WILELMINA. 

In  vain,  dear . friends ,  each  art  you  try, 

To  wither  lover's  suit  inclin'd ; 

On  outieard  char  "is  I'll  ne'er  rely, 

But  prize  the  graces  of  the  mind. 

The  empty  coxcomb  which  you  chose. 

Just  like  the  flower  of  a  day, 

Shook  by  each  wind  that  folly  blows. 

Seems  born  to  flutter  and  decay. 

Your  choice  an  honest  aspect  wars; 

To  give  him  pain  1  oft  have  griev'd. 

But  itprocee  ’tth  from  my  fears; 

Than  me  much  t riser  are  deceiv'd. 

I  thank  you  both,  then,  for  your  love; 

Wait  for  my  choice  a  little  while ; 

And  he  who  most  shall  worthy  prove. 

My  hand  I'll  offer  with  a  smile. 

T  Exit 

Bundle.  Well,  my  dear,  what  do  you  Bay  to  all 

this  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Say!  why,  that  I  am  perfectly  in  a 
quandary ;  the  confidence  of  the  baggage  goes 
beyond  all— one  would  think  she  had  never  been 
edicated  by  me. 

Bundle.  Oh,  I  am  afraid  it’s  her  having  been 
edioated  by  you,  as  you  call  it,  that  has  taught  it 
her. 

Mrs.  B.  What  do  you  stand  muttering  there 
about  ?  ’TiB  you  she  may  thank  for  aU  these  mean 
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notions  ;  if  she  would  but  suffer  me  to  teach  her  a 
little  of  the  bone-tone,  she  would  despise  the  idera 
of  cousulting  her  heart  about  marrying;  such  low, 
mechanical  stuff  has  been  out  of  fashion  a  long 
time  since  among  people  that  know  how  to  bemean 
themselves. 

Bundle.  Well,  but  I  suppose,  you  intend  to  let 
her  do  what  she  pleases. 

Mrs.  B.  No,  sir ;  do  you  think  I  am  so  tame  as 
to  be  ruled  by  my  daughter?  1  believe  you  can 
witness  for  me  that  i  seldom  let  anybody  rule  but 
myself. 

Bundle.  You  never  let  anybody  rule  but  yourself, 
my  dear ;  and  you  really  do  it  so  well,  it  is  a  pity 
to  hinder  you. 

Mrs.  B.  None  of  your  sneers,  sir:  but  I  see  into 
the  bottom  of  all  this  :  ’tis  a  scheme  between  you 
and  your  daughter  to  make  a  fool  of  me;  but  I’ll 
after  her,  aDd  cure  her  of  her  ridiculous  notions  of 
love,  and  a  pack  of  stuff ;  and  she  shall  marry  the 
man  I  have  chosen  for  her,  or — in  short,  I  have  de¬ 
termined  what  to  do,  and  let  me  hear  you,  or  her, 
say  a  single  word  against  it,  if  you  dare. 

[Exit. 

Enter  TUG-. 

Tun.  Master  Bundle,  how  fares  it?  I  wanted  to 
speak  to  yon,  but  1  never  likes  to  interrupt  people 
when  they  are  in  agreeable  company. 

Bundle. '  What,  you  saw  my  wiie  with  me  ?  she  is 
the  most  agreeable,  it  must  be  confessed. 

Tug.  Why,  she  did  not  seem  to  be  cantankerous 
with  you  now. 

Bundle.  No;  her  anger  was  levelled  at  her 
daughter;  but  ’tis  all  the  same,  I  feel  the  good 
effects  of  it,  let  her  be  cantankerous,  as  you  call  it, 
with  who  she  will. 

Tug.  But,  Waster  Bundle,  how  comes  it  to  pass 
that  she  should  be  angry  with  Miss  Wilel- 
mina?  she  has  not  refused  to  marry  Robin,  has 
Bhe? 

Bundle.  But  she  has,  though;  and  refused  to 
marry  you,  too. 

Tug.  Ay,  ay?  why,  I  never  heard  she  had  any 
Other  sweetheart 

Bundle.  I  don’t  know  what  the  girl  has  got  in  her 
head,  not  I:  a  parcel  of  ab-urd  stuff!  she  has  a 
mind  to  make  fools  of  us  all,  I  believe ;  but  there 
was  something  well  enough,  too,  in  what  she  said, 
if  she’s  sincere  ;  but  the  Lord  help  those  that  trust 
too  much  to  them,  say  I. 

Tug.  Why,  what  does  she  say  ? 

Bundle.  Why.  that  she  does  not  know  which  Bho 
shall  have  yet;  but  that  she’ll  marry  the  first  that 
does  anything  to  deserve  her. 

Sug.  Does  she  ?  why,  then,  ’tis  my  opinion  she’ll 
marry  me. 

Bundle.  Why  so? 

Tug.  I  know  why  well  enough ;  but  could  not  a 
body  speak  to  her  now  ? 

Bundle.  I  am  going  in,  and  I’ll  send  her  to  you ; 
but  I  would  not  have  you  depend  too  much  upon 
her. 

Tug.  I’ll  run  the  risk,  Master  Bundle. 

Bundle.  Only  see  the  difference  between  us :  you 
are  all  agog  to  be  married,  and  I  would  give  the 
world  to  be  rid  of  my  shackles. 

Tug.  Why,  1  believe  if  a  man  were  to  take  up  the 
trade  of  u'nmarrying  folks,  he  would  get  more 
money  by  it  than  you  or  I  do  by  ours. 


Bundle.  More  money ! 

[  Exit. 

Tug.  Yes ;  but  I  hope  I  shan’t  have  such  a  crank 
and  humoursome  piece  of  stuff  to  deal  with  as  you 
have  :  I  don’t  know,  not  I,  but,  for  my  share,  I 
can’t  see  why  married  people  mayn’t  be  as  happy 
as  well  as  others  :  ’tis  my  mind,  miBS,  here,  is  try¬ 
ing  which  is  the  most  loving  of  us  two:  and  if  so, 
I  would  not  give  my  little  Itobin  threepence  for 
his  chance;  for  I  know  as  well  as  can  be  that  he 
has  no  more  notion  of  making  a  woman  happy 
than  nothing  at  all :  but  here  she  comes. 

Enter  WILELMINA. 

Wilel.  Heyday!  why,  I  thought  you  were  gone 
on  board  a  man-of-war  before  now. 

Tug.  Why,  no,  miss,  I  ain’t  yet  gone ;  I  am  in 
hopes  there  will  be  no  occasion;  if  there  should,  I 
am  always  one  of  my  word. 

Wilel.  Oh,  you  unkind  creature,  to  disappoint  me 
so.  I  was  in  hopes  by  this  time  to  have  received  a 
long  letter  from  you,  upbraiding  me  with  my 
cruelty,  and  telling  me  that  you  were  gone  abroad 
with  a  broken  heart  at  being  disappointed  of  me. 

Tug.  Why,  miss,  as  to  breaking  my  heart,  to  be 
sure,  I  should  go  well  nigh  to  do  that  if  I  could  not 
persuade  you  to  have  me :  but  I  have  been  thinking 
that  it  would  be  better  to  try  if  I  can’t  stay  at  home 
and  do  something  to  obtain  your  consent;  for,  to 
be  sure,  the  pleasure  of  having  you  is  not  what 
everybody  deserves. 

Wilel.  Oh,  till  I  hear  you  have  been  venturing 
your  life  for  me,  I  shall  never  relent. 

Tug.  Well  now,  miss,  I,  for  my  part,  think  you 
will. 

Wilel.  Indeed,  you  have  a  great  deal  of  confidence 
to  think  any  such  thing. 

Tug.  I  hope  you  won’t  be  angry  if  I  do  my  best 
to  make  you — 

And  what  do  you  call  doing  your  best  ? 

Tug.  Why,  ’tis  not  my  way  to  brag,  and  so  I 
won’t  say  anything  about  it  now ;  but  I  have  a  fa¬ 
vour  to  beg  of  you,  if  you  please. 

Wilel  What  is  it,  pray? 

Tug.  Why,  you  know  that  the  young  watermen 
are  to  row  for  a  coat  and  badge  this  afternoon ; 
and  so  I  have  made  bold  to  bespeak  a  room  at  the 
Swan  for  you  and  your  friends  to  go  and  see  the 
sight. 

Wilel.  That’s  very  gallant,  indeed,  Mr.  Thomas! 
but  you  talk  of  trying  to  deserve  me  ;  why  did  you 
not  make  one  among  the  watermen;  and  so  win 
the  coat  and  badge  yourself? 

Tug.  Well,  never  you  mind  anything  about  that: 
will  you  accept  of  my  proffer  of  the  room  ? 

Wilel  Why,  I  think  i  will. 

Tug.  And  do  you  think,  now,  if  ever  I  was  to  do 
any  thing  with  an  intent  to  please  you,  that  you 
could  bring  yourself  to  look  upon  me  with  kind¬ 
ness. 

Wilel.  Why,  I  don’t  know  but  1  might 

Tug.  Why,  then,  I  assure  you,  if  ever  you  should 
be  agreeable  to  marry  me,  you  should  be  as 
happy  as  ever  love  and  an  honest  heart  can  make 
you. 

AIR. —TOM  TUG. 

Indeed,  miss,  such  sweethearts  as  I  am, 

I  fancy  you'll  meet  with  but  few; 

To  love  you  more  true  I  d»fy  them, 

I  always  am  thinking  of  you. 
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There  are  maidens  would  hare  me  in  plenty , 

Nell,  Cieelu,  Priscilla,  and,  Sue; 

But,  instead  of  all  these,  were  there  twenty, 

I  never  should  think  but  of  you. 

False  hearts  all  your  money  may  squander, 

And  only  have  pleasure  in  view; 

Ne'er  from  you  a  moment  I'll  wander, 

Unless  to  yet  money  for  you. 

The.  tide,  when  'tis  ebbing  or  flowing, 

Is  not  to  the  moon  half  so  true; 

Nor  my  oars  to  their  time  when  I'm  rowing , 

As  my  heart,  my  fond  heart,  is  to  you. 

[Exit. 

Wilel.  There’s  great  honesty  about  this  poor 
fellow — Here  comes  t’other :  I  see  I  must  choose 
soon,  or  there  will  be  no  peace  for  me. 

Enter  ROBIN. 

60.  Mr.  Robin,  what  news  have  you  ? 

Robin.  News,  my  angel!  news  that  will  make 
your  heart  dance  with  joy,  and  clear  away  the 
clouds  and  mists  that  hang  on  thy  beautiful  face; 
just  for  all  the  world  as  the  sun  clears  away  the 
showers  in  the  month  of  April. 

Wilel,  Indeed!  I  should  be  glad  to  hear  it. 

Robin.  You  can’t  think  how  you  will  he  over¬ 
joyed. 

Wilel.  Shall  I?  Why  don’t  you  tell  it  me,  then? 

Robin.  Well,  then,  miss,  I’ll  keep  you  no  longer 
in  suspense:  your  mother  is  determined  that  we 
shall  be  married  to-morrow  morning. 

Wilel.  What,  whether  I  will  or  no? 

Robin.  Whether  you  will  or  no !  How  can  you 
help  it  ?  Don't  I  love  you  better  than  the  ivy  loves 
oak?  better  than  cucumbers  love  heat,  or  birds 
love  cherries  ?  I  love  you  better— 

Wilel.  Hold,  hold,  Mr.  Robin/':  ’tis  necessary,  in 
this'  case,  T  should  lerve  you  a  little. 

Robin.  And  don’t  you?  Hear  this,  you  blooming 
jonquils,  and  lose  your  sweetness!  turn  white,  you 
roses ;  and  you  lilies  red !  each  flower  lose  its 
fragrance  and  its  hue,  and  nature  change,  for  Wilel- 
mina’s  false! 

Wilel.  Indeed,  Mr.  Robin,  you  have  such  win¬ 
ning  ways!  that  pretty  speech  has  half  persuaded 
me  to  consent. 

Robin.  Hasit? 

Wilel.  It  has,  upon  my  word. 

Robin.  Jonquils,  smell  Bweet  again!  roses  and 
lilies,  keep  again  your  colour!  and  every  flower 
look  brighter  than  before,  for  Wilelmina’s  true! 

Wilel.  How  dearly  do  you  love  me,  Mr.  Robin  ? 

Robin.  Why,  miss,  the  passion  which  is  planted 
in  my  heart  has  taken  root,  as  like  as  can  he  to  a 
great  elm,  which  there  is  no  grubbing  up;  but  it 
spreads  farther  and  farther,  and  you  can’t  for  the 
life  of  you  destroy  it  till  y-ou  saw  down  the  trunk 
and  all. 

Wilel.  That’s  as  much  as  to  say  that  you’ll  love 
me  as  long  as  you  live. 

Robin,  The  very  thing.  Lord,  how  sensible  yon 
are.  miss ! 

Wilel.  Really,  Mr.  Robin,  you  are  so  gay  and 
agreeable — 

Robin.  An’t  I,  miss?  So  everybody  says:  only 
think,  then,  how  you  will  he  envied!  Well,  then, 
I’ll  stop  to  your  mamma,  and  tell  her  what  has 


passed;  and  then  I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  but 
to  go  down  to-morrow  for  the  ring  and  licence. 


AIR.— ROBIN. 

Cherries  and  plums  are  never  found 
But  on  the  plum  and  cherry  tree ; 

•  Parsnips  are  long,  turnips  are  round, 

So  Wilelmina' s  made  for  me. 

The  scythe  to  mow  the  grass  is  made, 

Shreds  to  keep  close  the  straggling  tree 

The  knife  to  prune,  to  dig  the  spade ; 

So  Wilelmina's  made  for  me. 

Enter  MRS.  BUNDLE. 

Mrs.  B.  Well  Robin,  have  you  reformed  her 
what  I  ordered  you?  What,  I  suppose  you  have 
been  a  fool  now:  there  never  was  such  a  tiresome 
fellow  in  the  world!  I  tell  you  what,  Wilelmina,  if 
i  find  you  have  been  imposing  upon  this  poor 
bashful  creature,  you  will  put  me  in  a  passion  ;  and 
you  know  when  I  am  once  in  a  passion  I  am  not 
easily  pacified. 

Wilel.  Let  me  understand  you,  madam. 

Mrs.  B.  Why,  I  sent  this  blockhead  to  let  you 
know  that  I  am  dissolved  to  see  you  married  to¬ 
morrow  morning,  and  I  know  you  have  been  giving 
yourself  some  confounded  airs  or  other,  and  so  ha 
has  been  afraid  to  tell  yon. 

Wilel.  I  wonder,  madam,  you  should  be  uneasy 
on  that  account:  he  told  me,  and  in  very  plain 
terms. 

Mrs.  B.  Well,  and  I  hope  you  had  not  the  con¬ 
ference  to  say  anything  agamst  it? 

Wilel.  So  far  from  it,  madam,  I  now  plainly  see 
the  great  absurdity  of  attempting  to  oppose  your 
will. 

Mrs.  B  And  have  you  consented  to  have  him, 
then? 

Robin.  She  has,  madam. 

Mrs.  B.  Then  thou  art  my  child  again.  Mr. 
Wick’s  family  will  he  in  raptures  at  this.  Run, 
Robin,  and  teil  them  we  shall  call  at  their  house  in 
our  way  to  the  rowing-match. 

Wilel,  And  will  you  forgive  my  former  disobedi¬ 
ence,  madam  ? 

Mrs.  B  Oh!  it  was  all  your  father,  my  dear;  but 
I’ll  now  take  the  pains  to  instruct  you  how  to  be¬ 
have  yourself. 

Wilel.  I  am  obliged  to  yon,  madam;  but  I  don’t 
think  I  shall  ever  be  so  accomplished  as  you  are. 

Mrs.  B.  Why,  I  don’t  think  you  will  ever  get  my 
genteel  air ;  but  as  for  other  matters  they  are  easily 
understood. 

[Axeunt 


SCENE  IL— A  Room  at  the  Swan. 

MRS.  BUNDLE,  ROBIN,  and  Company  discovered. 

Mrs.  B.  Do,  Robin,  step  and  see  after  Wilelmina 
what  can  have  become  of  the  girl? 

Enter  WILELMINA- 

Robin.  She’s  here,  madam. 

Mrs.  B.  Como,  my  dear,  you’ll  lose  the  sight; 
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they  tells  me  that  the  rowers  have  set  out  from  the 
l>ld  Swan  some  time. 

Wild.  They  are  very  near,  surely ;  for  see  what 
a  number  of  boats  are  come  in  sight ! 

Mrs.  B.  Oh I  can  see  them  very  plain.  How 
many  is  there? 

Wild.  One,  two,  three,  four ;  I  think  I  can  count 
live. 

Mrs.  B.  That  smart  young  man  will  certainly  win 
it;  how  clean  and  neat  he  looks! 

Wilel.  Here  he  comes ;  his  boat  perfectly  flies. 

Mrs.  B.  Oh!  he’ll  win  it. 

Wilel.  He  has  won  it  already,  madam ;  he’s  past 
the  stairs. 

Robin.  See,  he  jumps  on  shore! 

It'i'A  And  see,  he’s  coming  this  way!  Surely,  ’tis 
not  — 

Enter  BUNDLE,  TUG  following. 

Bundle.  Here's  your  Thomas  for  you!  he’s 
coming !  I  told  you  he’d  he  the  lir3t  to  do  anything 
to  deserve  you.  Here  he  is. 

Wiel.  And  was  it  you  that  won  the  coat  and 
badge ? 

Tug.  ’Twas,  indeed,  miss. 

Wilel.  And  what  made  you— 


AIR.— TUG. 

I  row'd  for  the  prize. 

To  receive  from  those  eyes 
A  kind  look,  from  those  lips  a  sweet  smile : 

But  lest  I  should  lose, 

And  you ,  for  that  fault,  your  poor  Tom  should  refust, 
My  heart  it  teen l  pit-a-pat  a>l  the  while. 

When  tee  came  to  the  pull, 

How  I  handled  my  scull ! 

'T would  have  done  your  heart  good  to  have  seen  us; 
Tiwre  was  never  a  boat's  length  between  us, 

But  the  Swan  once  in  view, 

My  boat  how  it  flew ! 

And  verily  believe,  twas  all  thinking  of  you. 


Wilel.  Thus,  then,  I  reward  you.  ( Gives  him  her 
hand.) 

Robin.  What  is  all  this  ? 

Tug.  Why,  all  this  is,  that  I  am  a  happy  fellow, 
and  you  are  knocked  out  of  your  chance. 

Wilel.  Is  not  he  a  sweet  fellow,  mamma?  How 
neat  and  clean  he  looks  ! 

Mrs.  B.  Wilelmina,  don’t  put  me  in  a  passion. 

Wilel.  I  have  no  intention,  madam,  to  do  any  such 
thing. 

Mrs.  B.  Why,  you  impudent  slut!  have  not  you 
deceived  me  ?  deposed  upon  me  ?  promised  me  to 
marry  this  young  man,  and  now — 

Wilel.  Indeed,  madam,  you  must  excuse  me;  but, 
in  so  serious  a  matter.  I  thought  it  of  much  mote 
consequence  to  consider  myself  than  you.  Besides, 
I  wa3  so  situated  that  1  must  have  disobliged  either 
yon  or  my  papa ;  for  whenever  I  gave  you  a  promise 
j.  gave  one  to  him  ;  and  had  your  choice  appeared 
to  rile  the  most  likely  to  make  me  happy ;  I  should 
not  have  hesitated  a  moment  in  refusing  hie. 

Robin.  My  hopes  are  all  blighted,  then,  I  And. 

Mrs.  B.  I  said  all  along  that  it  was  a  contrived 
thing  between  you;  but,  Mr.  Bundle,  you  shall 
smart  for  it. 


Bundle.  My  dear,  you  know  I  cm  a  man  of  an 
easy  temper  and  few  words ;  but  I  am  pretty  firm 
in  keeping  a  resolution.  I  have  suffered  you  to  ex¬ 
pose  me  at  home  pretty  well;  but  if  you  are  n> 
solved  to  carry  your  folly  to  such  a  height  as  to  ex¬ 
pose  me  abroad,  1  am  resolved  it  shall  not  be  lor 
nothing :  therefore,  either  promise,  before  this 
company,  to  bid  adieu  to  scolding  for  the 
future,  or  before  this  company  I  will  do  what  you 
threatened  me  this  morning— be  separated  from 
you. 

Mrs.  B.  Why,  I  am  thunderstruck ! 

Bundle.  1  expected  little  less ;  but  am  resolved, 
depend  upon  it :  however,  to  let  you  se,e  that  you 
arc  very  welcome  to  be  mistress  of  your  own  house, 
manage  your  concerns  as  you  like;  do  what  you 
please,  so  you  let  me  be  quiet :  in  short,  do  no¬ 
thing  to  give  me  uneasiness,  and  I  make  an  agree¬ 
ment,  from  this  moment,  for  you  to  govern  while  I 
smoke. 

Wilel.  Dear  mamma,  it  is  impossible  for  any¬ 
thing  to  be  fairer. 

Bundle.  Come,  come,  she  must  have  a  little  time 
to  think  of  it ;  but  she’ll  agree  to  the  terms,  I'm 
sure  of  it :  and  now  let  us  think  of  nothing  but 
pleasure ;  and  as  this  is  the  happiest  day  I  ever 
saw  in  my  life,  I  say,  let  us  make  it  the  merriest. 

QUARTETTO— TUG,  BUNDLE,  MRS.  BUNDLE, 
and  WILELMINA. 

Tug.  Ne'er  let  your  heart,  my  girl,  sink  down, 

That  I  am  true,  believe  me ; 

Or,  next  time  that  I  row  to  town, 

May  wind  and  tide  deceive  me  l 
By  this  here  breeze 
My  heart's  at  ease. 

Now  dances  at  high  water; 

My  labour's  o'er, 

I've  gain'd  the  shore. 

And,  free  from  fear, 

Am  landed  here, 

With  my  dear  gardner's  daughter. 

Mrs.  B.  I  see,  my  dear,  ’ tis  all  in  vain, 

Since  thus  you  think  expedient ; 

If  of  the  past  you'll  not  complain, 

Henceforth  R 1/  prove  obtdient. 

Folks  us'd  to  cry, 

A  Tartar  l 

IJad  prov'd,  and  you  had  caught  her ; 

But  now  shall  raise 
Each  voice  in  praise. 

Through  all  her  life. 

Of  the  gard'mr's  wife. 

As  well  as  of  his  daughter. 

Bundle.  My  child,  you've  fairly  won  my  heart, 

Vou  look  no  counsel  from  us; 

But,  prizing  love,  and  scorning  art, 

Pref err'd  your  honest  Thomas. 

’  Twas  wisely  done, 

Shake  hands,  my  son, 

Love's  lesson  you  have  taught  her  • 

A  nd  now,  my  dear, 

Be  but  sincere, 

/  do  not  fear 
There'll  e'er  appear 
So  good  a  wife  and  daughter. 
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Wilel.  And  now,  good  friends,  pray  tako  my  part, 
I  kept  them  to  their  tether ; 

For  I  had  sworn  my  hand  and  heart 
Should  always  go  together. 

From  fops  and  beaux 
A  maiden  chose 


An  honest  heart  that  sought  her : 

See  her  appear 
On  triad  here ; 

This  very  night. 

If  she  was  right, 

Applaud  the  gard’ner’s  daughter,  [Exeunt. 
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Complete  Catalogues  ot  J.  Dicks’  Periodicals,  Books,  and  Pictures,  post  free  on  application. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


John  Dicks,  Pnbllslier,  313,  Strand,  London,  begs  to  call  attention  to  his 
List  of  Rooks,  Periodicals,  Pictures,  Ac. 

HOGARTH'S  PICTURES.— There  are  few  persons  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  name  of  that 
great  artist  who  limy  have  been  said  to  write  rather  than  paint  with  the  brush  :  but  there  are 
vast  numbers  to  whom  his  admirable  works  are  completely  unknown.  That  this  class  of 
persons  should  desire  to  have  a  knowledge  of  these  masterpieces  of  art  is  natural  enough;  and 
it  is  somewhat  a  matter  of  astonishment  that  the  spirit  of  enterprise  should  not  have  already 
placed  them  within  the  reach  of  "the  millions.”  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  merits  of 
these  pictures  would  be  universally  appreciated  in  the  poorest,  cottages,  as  they  have  long  oeen 
in  the  proudest  mansions;  and  if  cheap  literature  places  the  works  of  the  great  master  of 
dramatic  writing  in  the  hands  of  the  humblest  purchaser,  it  assuredly  may  accomplish  the  same 
in  respect  to  the  equally  great  master  of  dramatic  painting.  For  as  Shaksfkke  stands  at  the 
head  of  one  school,  so  does  Uogaktu  occupy  the  loftiest  pedestal  in  the  other;  and  the  latter 
has  displayed  with  the  pencil  as  much  versatility  of  genius  as  the  former  has  shown  with  the 
pen  in  illustrating  t lie  similar  scenes  of  life.  These  few  observations  are  prefatory  to  tbe 
announcement  of  tbe  publication  of  a  Cheap  Edition  of  the  Works  of  William  Hogarth. 
The  work  is  got  up  in  the  handsomest  style,  no  expense  being  spared  to  produce  engravings 
worthy  of  the  originals;  a  tine  paper  is  used:  and.  altogether,  the  volume  is  a  miracle  of 
beauty  and  of  cheapness.  Price  5s.  Od.,  hound,  gilt  lettered.  Post  free,  Is.  extra. 

SIR  DAVID  WILKIE’S  CELEBRATED  PICTURES,  Complete,  33  in  number.  Drawn  from 
tbe  Original  Paintings,  and  executed  in  the  best  possible  manner,  and  now  for  the  first  time 
published  in  a  cheap  form.  Price  One  Shilling  Sewn  in  an  Illustrated  Wrapper. 

FRANCIS  WHEATLEY’S  LONDON  CRIES— A  Series  of  Charming  Engravings,  calling  to 
our  minds  memories  of  the  past,  drawn  from  Original  Pictures  by  Francis  Wheatley,  and 
now  issued  at  a  low  price.  Price  Sixpence.  Sewn  in  an  Illustrated  Wrapper. 

THE  BEAUTIES  OF  SHAKSPERE,  comprising  52  Portraits  of  Shakspere’s  Heroines,  drawn 
and  engraved  in  the  best  style  of  the  art  by  W.  G.  Standfast.  Price  One  shilling.  Sewn  in 
an  Illustrated  Wrapper. 

FLOWERS  OF  LOVELINESS.— A  collection  of  designs,  12  in  number,  symbolizing  in  personal 
beauties,  the  language  of  flowers.  The  Engravings  are  of  a  very  superior  order.  Price  Sixjtence. 


PICTURES  IN  COLOURS,  FOR  FRAMING.— 

These  Pictures  are  chosen  from  the  masterpieces  of  the  most  celebrated  Painters ;  care¬ 
fully  drawn  from  the  Originals;  engraved  in  the  best  possible  manner;  and  printed  in  good 
standing  colours  on  superfine  paper ;  no  expense  has  been  spared  to  render  these  Pictures 
worthy  of  the  Originals. 

CHARGE  OF  THE  LIFE  GUARDS  AT  WATERLOO.  By  Lnke  Clennel.  Price  Sixpence 

BOLTON  ABBEY.  After  the  celebrated  picture,  by  Sir  Edwin  Landseer.  Price  Sixpence. 

HAPPY  AS  A  KING-  By  W.  Collins.  A  beautiful  Coloured  Picture.  Price  Sixpence. 

COCK  ROBIN’S  FUNERAL.  By  Lejeune.  A  Lovely  Coloured  Picture.  Price  Sixpenoe. 

THE  DREAM  OF  FIOPE.  ByBrook*.  Chromo-Lithograph,  in  Colours.  Price  Sixpence. 

THE  PEEP  O'  DAY  BOY  (Wilkie’s  Celebrated  Picture).  From  the  Original  Painting,  drawn  and 
Coloured  in  the  first  style  of  the  art.  Price  Fourpenee. 

LITTLE  RED  RIDING  HOOD.  By  Sir  Edwin  Landseer.  Price  Sixpence. 

A  LABOUR  OF  LOVE.  Price  Sixpence. 

PORTRAITS  OF  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES  AND  THE  PRINCESS  OF  WALES.  Price 
Sixpence  each.  Companion  Pictures. 

PORTRAITS  OF  “AIDA,”  AND  “THE  SULTANA  SCHEHERAZADE.”  Companion  Pictures 
Beautifully  printed  in  Colours.  Price  Sixpence  each. 

THE  DOGS  OF  ST.  BERNARD  RESCUING  TRAVELLERS  IN  THE  SNOW'.  (Sir  Edwin 
Landseer’s  Picture.)  A  Cliroiuo-Lithograph.  Size  of  plute,  21£  by  18i  incites.  Price  Sixpence. 

THE  DEATH  OF  NELSON.  AT  THE  BATTLE  OF  TRAFALGAR  (the  Original  Coloured 
Picture).  From  a  Painting  by  B.  West,  late  President  of  the  Royal  Society.  Size  of  this  Plate, 
2D  by  23£  inches.  Price  Sixpence. 


ENGRAVINGS  FOR  FRAMING:— 

THE  ONLY  DAUGHTER  (Sir  David  Wilkie’s  Picture).  A  Splendid  Engraving;  size,  30  inches 
by  24.  On  toned  paper.  Price  Sixpence. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  WATERLOO  (Sir  John  Gilbert’s  Picture).  Size  30  inches  by  18.  Price  One 
Penny. 

PORTRAITS  OF  WILLIAM  EWART  GLADSTONE  AND  BENJAMIN  DISRAELI.  Size 
Kii  incites  by  25  incites.  Price  One  Penny  tbe  Two. 

each,  ll£  by  l<3£  inches.  Price  One  Penny  the  Two.  From  Photographs  taken  on  the  Princess’s 
arrival  in  this  country. 

J.  Dicks’  Catalogue  of  Periodicals,  Books,  and  Pictures,  Post-free  on  Application. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


DICKS’  BRITISH  DRAMA. 

ILLUSTRATED. 

Comprising  the  Works  of  the  most  celebrated  dramatists. 

Complete  in  Twelve  Volumes,  price  One  Shilling  each ;  per  post,  Fourpence  extra. 


Vol.  1,  contains:  The  Gamestef — Jane  Shore — The  Man  of  the  World — Love  in  a  Village— 
Pizarro — The  Mayor  of  Garratt — The  Road  to  Ruin — The  Inconstant — The  Revenge — The 
Jealous  Wife — She  SV)ops  to  Conquer — Douglas — The  Devil  to  Pay — The  Adopted  Child — 
The  Castle  Spectre — The  Rivals — Midas — The  Stranger — Venice  Preserved — Guy  Mannering 
— Fatal  Curiosity. 

Vol. '2,  contains:  A  New  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts — The  Grecian  Dartljh ter — The  Miller  and  his 
Men — The  Honeymoon — The  Fair  Penitent — The  Provoked  Husband — ATale  of  Mystery — 
The  Wonder — The  Castle  of  Sorento — The  School  for  Scandal — The  Iron  Chest — George  Bam- 
woll — Rob  Roy  Macgregor — Cato — The  Pilot — Isabella  ;  or.  the  Fatal  Marriage — The  Lord  of 
the  Manor — Arden  of  Faversham— The  Siege  of  Belgrade. 

Vol.  3,  contains :  Edward  the  Black  Prince — The  Critic  ;  or,  a  Tragedy  Rehearsed  —  Bertram — 
The  Foundling— Brutus ;  or,  the  Fall  of  Tarquin  —  Giovanni  in  London — Damon  and  Pythias 
— The  Beggars’  Opera — The  Castle  of  Andalusia — John  Bull — Tancred  and  Sigismunda— 
Cymon — Werner — Paul  and  Virginia — The  Three  Black  Seals — The  Thieves  of  Paris — Bra- 
ganza — The  Lily  of  the  Desert — A  Trip  to  Scarborough. 

Vol.  4,  contains :  Lady  Jane  Grey — The  Gold  Mine — Fazio — The  Orphan  of  the  Frozen  Sea— • 
The  Hypocrite — The  Curfew — Every  Man  in  his  Humour — The  Quaker — John  Felton — The 
Turnpike  Gate — Prisoner  of  State. — TheDuenna — The  Roman  Father — The  Provoked  Wife — 
The  Waterman — The  Maid  of  Honour — Evadne— TheMerchant  of  Bruges — Speed  the  Plough 
— No  Song,  no  Supper — The  Courier  of  Lyons — Barbarossa. 

Vol.  5,  contains  :  Bothwell  —  The  Clandestine  Marriage — Alexander  the  Great — The  Padlock 
— Therese,  the  Orphan  of  Geneva — In  Quarantine — One  o'Clock  ;  or,  the  Wood  Demon — 
The  Robbers  of  Calabria — All  the  World’s  a  Stage — Zara — The  Life-Buoy — The  Foundling 
of  the  Forest — One  Snowy  Night— The  Wheel  of  Fortune — Pipermans'  Predicaments — The 
Meadows  of  St.  Gervaise — High  Life  Below  Stairs — The  Maid  of  the  Mill  — The  Dog  of 
Montargis — Rule  a  Wife,  and  Have  a  Wife — The  Soldier’s  Daughter — Thomas  and  Sally. 

Vol.  6,  contains:  El  Hyder;  the  Chief  of  the  Ghaut  Mountains— The  Country  Girl — A  Bold 
Stroke  for  a  Wife — The  Child  of  Nature— The  Dying  Valet— Lionel  and  Clarissa — Who’s  the 
Dupe — The  West  Indian — Earl  of  Warwick — The  Panel — Tom  Thumb— The  Busy-Body — 
The  Wedding-Day — Such  Things  Are — Under  the  Earth — Polly  Honeycomb — The  Duke  of 
Milan— The  Miser  -Atonement. 

Vol.  7,  contains:  T  e  Belle’s  Stratagem  —  The  Farm  House— Gustavus  Vasa— The  First  Floor 
— Deaf  and  Dumb-  The  Honest  Thieves  The  Beaux’  Stratag-m  The  Tobacconist— The 
Earl  of  Essex— The  Haunted  Tower — The  Good-Natured  Man— The  Citizen — All  for  Love 
— The  Siege  of  Damascus — The  Follies  of  a  Day— The  Liar — The  Brothers — Lodoiska  —  The 
Heiress — The  Dragon  of  Wantley. 

Vol.  8,  contains :  Tamerlane — MonsieurTonson — A  Bold  Stroke  for  a  Husband — Cross  Purposes 
— Father  Baptiste — Count  ef  Narbonne — All  in  the  Wrong — The  Virgin  Unmasked — The 
Mysterious  Husband — The  Irish  Widow— The  Law  of  Lombardy — Love  a-la-Mode — Judge 
Not — The  Way  to  Keep  Him — The  Jew — The  Recruiting  Officer — The  Orphan — Bon  Ton — 
Fortune’s  Frolic. 

Vol.  9,  contains:  The  Dark  Glen  of  Ballyfoil — The  Tailor — The  Woodman — Two  Strings  to  Your 
Bow — EveryOne  has  his  Fault — Miss  in  her  Teens— The  Orphan  of  China — The  Deserter— 
The  Double-Dealer — Appearance  is  against  Them — Oroonoko — The  Romp— The  Fashionable 
Lover — The  Deuce  is  iu  Him  — The  Merchant  Pirate — Mahomet,  the  Impostor— The  Chapter 
of  Accidents — What  Next — The  Distressed  Mother — The  Mock  Doctor. 

Vol.  10,  contains :  The  Bashful  Man — The  Carmelite — Duplicity — Three  Weeks  After  Ma-rriage 
— Old  Martin’s  Trials — The  Cheats  of  Scapin — Abroad  and  at  Home — Animal  Magnetism 
— Lovers’  Vows — My  Spouse  and  I— Know  Your  Own  Mind — The  Apprentice— The  Bohe¬ 
mians — The  Register  Office — The  Sultan-Love  for  Love — The  Chances — Miller  of  Mans¬ 
field — The  Tender  Husband — The  Guardian. 

Vol.  11,  contains:  The  Way  of  the  World  — The  Benevolent  Tar — The  School  for  Wives — She 
Would  and  She  Would  Not— The  Contrivances— Who  is  She? — Which  is  the  Man? — 
School  for  Arrogance  — The  Mogul  Tale — Suspicious  Husband — Hero  and  Leander  — The 
Confederacy — The  Maid  of  The  Oaks— By  Royal  Command — The  Constant  Couple—^ The 
Careless  Husband— Chrononhotonthologos — Votary  of  Wealth — Lovers’  Quarrels. 

Vol.  12,  contains :  Grotto  on  the  Stream  —  Ways  and  Means — The  J  uggler — Richard  Coeur  da 
Lion — The  Poor  Gentleman — Comus— The  Heir-at-Law — The  Polish  Jew — The  Scapegoat 
— Rosina — FirBtLove — Deserted  Daughter — Love  Makes  a  Man  — Better  Late  than  Never — 
Recruiting  Sergeant — Farmer’s  Wife-Midnight  Hour— Wives  as  they  Were,  and  Maids  as  they 
Are— He’s  Much  to  Blame. 


London:  J.  Dicks,  313,  Strand, 
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MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS. 


^AW  BOOK. — Now  Ready,  the  Nineteenth  Edition,  bound  in  cloth,  Price 
os.  6d.  A  GUIDE  TO  THE  LAW  FOB  GENERAL  USE.  Stkvkns  &  Sons,  119,  Chancery 
Lane,  Fleet  Street. 

MISS  REYNOLDS’S  NOVEL.— Railway  Edition.  Now  Ready,  with  Two  beautiful  Ulustra- 
hons.  Pnee  2s.  THE  WALTON  MYSTERY.  By  Loihsk  Okabissk  Rkynocos.  London: 
v\  aid,  Lock,  and  Tyler,  Paternoster  Row. 

MISS  REYNOLDS  S  NEW  NOVEL— Now  Ready.  Price  5s.,  Illustrated,  BARBARA.  By 
HO l l»K  Ci.auis.sk  Rkynolds  (Mbs.  Adolphus  Bell.)  London:  Ward,  Lock,  and  Tyler. 
Paternoster  liow.  ’  '  *  • 

EDITH  THE  CAPTIVE  ;  OR,  THE  ROBBERS  OP  EPPING  FOREST.  By  M.  J. 
Erryrn.  lwo  \olumes,  13s.  Post-free,  14s.  4d.  104  Wood-Engravings. 

9^  THE  EARL  AND  THE  COUNTESS.  A  sequel  to  “  Edith  the 
captive.  By  M.  J .  Errym.  Two  Volumes,  13s.  Post-free  14s  4d.  lot  Engravings. 

R«  T?t  TI£E  BETRAJTEB ;  OR,  THE  FEMALE  SPY.  By  Edward  Ellis.  One  Volume, 
bs.  6d.  Post-free,  7s.  2d.  51  Wood-Engravings. 

V  ALLAcE.  THE  HERO  OF  SCOTLAND.  By  Gabriel  Alexander.  One  Volume,  5s.  Post- 
free,  os.  bd,  3o  Wood  Engravings. 

™EBARK  WOMAN;  OR,  THE  DAYS  OF  THE  PRINCE  REGENT.  By  M.  J.  Errym. 
lw  o  Volumes  13s.  lost-free,  14s.  4d.  It  4  Illustrations. 

T?™SS  DAUGHTER.  By  EdwaiM  Ellis.  One  Volume,  4s.  Post-free,  4s.  6d.  33 

MILLINER’S  APPRENTICE.  By  Gabriel  Alexander.  One  Volume* 
Os.  Gd.  Post-free,  7s.  2d.  51  Wood-Engravings.  voinme, 

NIGHTSHADE  ;  OR,  CLA.UDE  DUVAL,  THE  DASHING  HIGHWAYMAN.  Bv  M 
J.  Eriym.  Price  6s.  6<L  Post-free,  7s.  2d.  60  Engravings. 

TEngm^2gsANEERS‘  By  EdWard  EUiS-  Prioe  ls*  Cd*  Post-free,  Is.  lOd.  13  Wood 

AVo^i!  Mee^s^n°Mo27EENES&  *  «»“ 

2*  g&£  £T°S  iSD  YEiES  * 

hoc™  ROBBER.  By  Edward  Ellis.  One  Volume,  4s.  Post-free,  4s.  6d.  30  Wood 

“SSSL.T!?  SS of.0™-  Ey  o™  Volume,  c,  «. 

KtTf»dCDY5DiSS,:„„^  THE  DUCHESS  0P  One  VOL.U  M.  Poet-free. 

THE  TRUE  STORY  OF  LOUIS  NAPOLEON'S  LIFE  By  S.  P.  Day.  DepicW  t]„ 

ex- Emperor  s  career  from  his  birth  to  his  downfall.  Price  2s.  6d.  Post-free,  2sP  9d  g  ^ 

TPoat?r^SlE"l(LYEES’  GUIDE'  By  C°lonel  Bouverie.  A  New  Edition.  Price  Is. 

A  his  Work  will  be  found  invaluable  to  the  inexperienced  purchaser  of  a  horse  Tr  tot-:** 

by  a  gentleman  whose  knowledge  of  the  subject  enabtee  him  to  give  all  SauLiS  ^  Q 
tions  and  instructions.  °  °  au  reQu,8l+®  sugges- 

THE  FRENCH  SELF-INSTRUCTOR.  Price  6d.  Post-free,  7d. 

POISONERS  AND  SLOW  POISONING.  Containing  a  narrative  of  the  most  extra. 

ordinary  instances  of  Secret  Poisoning  on  record.  Illustrated  with  poSRwft 

Standfast,  Esq.  Eighty  pages  royal  8vo.  Price  6d.  Post-free,  Sd.  ^  ’  y  W* 


London  :  J.  Dicks,  313,  Strand. 
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NOVELS 

RY 

CL  W.  M.  REYISrOJLIDS. 


1.  THE  MYSTERIES  OF  LONDON.  Illustrated.  First  and  Second  Senes.  Each 
series  of  2  Vols.  complete  in  itself,  price  13s.  Post-free,  Its.  4d. 

2.  THE  MYSTERIES  OF  THE  COURT  OF  LONDON.  First,  Second,  Third,  and 
Fourth  Series.  Each  series  of  2  Vols.  complete  in  itself,  price  13s.  Post-free,  L  is.  -LI. 

3.  ROSA  LAMBERT.  One  Volume,  Gs.  6d.  Post-free,  7s.  id.  52  Wood-Engravings. 

4.  ROBERT  MACAIRE  OR,  THE  FRENCH  BANDIT  IN  ENGLAND.  Price  3®. 
Post-free,  3s.  4d.  20  Wood-Engravings. 

5.  JOSEPH  WILMOT;  OR,  THE  MEMOIRS  OF  A  MAN-SERVANT.  Two  Volumes, 
13s.  Post-free,  14s.  4d.  104  Wood-Engravings. 

6.  MARY  PRICE;  OR,  THE  MEMOIRS  OF  A  SERVANT-MAID.  Two  Volumes,  13s. 
Post-free,  14s.  44.  104  Wood- Engravings. 

7.  THE  BRONZE  STATUE;  OR,  THE  VIRGIN’S  KISS.  One  Volume,  5s.  Gd.  Post- 
free,  6s.  2d.  Splendidly  Illustrated. 

a  THE  CORAL  ISLAND;  OR,  THE  HEREDITARY,  CURSE.  One  Volume,  5s. 
Post-free,  5s.  Gd.  37  Wood-Engravings. 

9.  KENNETH;  A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  HIGHLANDS.  Price  os.  Gd.  Post-free, 
6s.  2d.  Splendidly  Illustrated. 

10.  THE  LOVES  OF  THE  HAREM:  A  Tale  of  Constantinople.  One  Volume,  41  Illus¬ 
trations,  price  5s.  Post-free,  5s.  Sd. 

11.  THE  MASSACRE  OF  GLENCOE.  A  Historical  Tale;  Price  5s.  Gd.  Post-free, 
6s.  2d.  Illustrated  by  E.  Corbould,  Esq. 

12.  WAGNER  THE  WE1IR-WOLF.  A  Romance.  Price  3s.  Gd.  Post-free,  4s.  24 
Wood-Engravings. 

13.  ELLEN  PERCY  :  A  Tale  of  the  Stage.  Two  Volumes,  13s.  Post-free,  14s.  44.  104 
Wood-Engravings. 

14  THE  EMPRESS  EUGENIE’S  BOUDOIR.  Price  5s.  Post  free,  5s.  Sd.  Illus¬ 
trated. 

15.  AGNES;  OR,  BEAUTY  AND  PLEASURE.  Two  Volumes,  13s.  Post-free,  14s.  Gd. 
104  Wood-Engravings. 

16.  MASTER  TIMOTHY’S  BOOK-CASE.  Price  3s.  Post-free,  3s.  Gd. 

17.  THE  YOUNG  DUCHESS;  OR,  MEMOIRS  OF  A  LADY  OF  QUALITY.  One 
Volume,  6s.  6d.  Post-free,  7s.  2d.  53  Wood-Engravings. 

la  THE  RYE  HOUSE  PLOT;  OR,  RUTH  THE  CONSPIRATOR’S  DAUGHTER. 

Price  6s.  Gd.  Post-free  7s.  2d.  Illustrated  by  E.  Corbould,  Esq. 

1».  THE  DAYS  OF  HOGARTH  :  OR,  OLD  LONDON.  One  Vol.,  4s.  Post-free,  4s.  6d.  37 
Illustrations. 

20.  CANONBURY  HOUSE.  One  Vol.,  4s.  Post-free,  4s.  Gd.  51  Illustration':. 

21  THE  SOLDIER’S  WIFE.  One  Vol..  3s.  Gd.  Post-free.  3s.  lod.  25  Illustrations. 

St-/  THE  PARRICIDE;  OR,  A  YOUTH’S  CAREER  OF  CRIME.  One  YoL,  3s.  Post-free, 
3s.  Gd.  22  Illustrations. 

2".  THE  NECROMANCER.  Ono  Vol.,  4s.  Post-free,  4s.  Sd.  29  Illustrations. 

24  MAY  MIDDLETON.  One  Vol..  2s.  4d.  Post-free,  2s.  Sd.  8  Illustrations. 

25.  THE  SEAMSTRESS;  A  Domestic  Story.  One  VoL,  2s.  4d.  Post  free,  2s.  Sd.  15 
Illustrations. 

26.  OMAR,  A  TALE  OF  THE  WAR.  Price  5s.  Gd.  Post-free,  Gs.  2d.  40  Wood-Engrav¬ 
ings. 

27.  MAROARET;  OR.  THE  DISCARDED  QUEEN.  Price  5s.  6<1.  Post-free,  6s  2d.  44} 
Wood-Engravings. 

£8.  MARY  STUART,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTLAND.  Price  2s.  4d.  Post-freo.  2s.  Sd.  11  Wood- 

Engravings.  „  .  „ 

29.  LEILA;  OR,  THE  STAR  OF  MINGRELIA.  Price  3s.  Gd.  Post-free  3s  lOd.  25  Wood- 

iiO.  THE^PIXY;  OR,  THE  UNBAPTIZED  CHILD,  Price  6d.  Post-free,  7 A  2  Wood- 
Engravings. 


London;  J.  Dicks,  31&,  Strand. 


_  advertisements. _  _  _ 

IICKS’  STANDARD  PLAYS  (Continued.)  PRICE  ONE  PENNY  EACH, 


03. — MERCHANT  of  BRUGES.  Kinnatrd 
04.- GIOVANNI  IN  LONDON.  MonermfT 
05. — TIMOl?  Of  ATHEN  S.  W.  Shaksper* 
06.-H0NEST  THIEVES.  T.  Knight 
07.— WEST  INDIAN.  J.  Cumberland 
03.— THE  EARL  OF  ESSEX.  LL.  JoimB 
09.— THE  IRISH  WIDOW.  D.  Garrick 

10. -THB  FARMER’S  WIFE.  Charles 

Dibdin.  the  Youngor 

11. — TANCRED  AND  SIGISMUNDA. 

James  Thomson 

.12.— THE  PANEL.  J.  P.  Kemble 

13, — THE  DEFORMED  TRANS¬ 

FORMED.  Lord  P.yrun 

14. — SOLDIER’S  DAUGHTER.  A.  Cherry 
.15. — MONSIEUR  TONSON.  W.T.Moucrieff 
.16.— EDWARD  THE  BLACK  PRINCE 

Wm.  Shirley 

.17. — SCHOOL  FOR  WIVES.  High  Kelly 
18. — COi  lOLANUS.  William  Shakspere 
.19.— THE  CITIZEN  Arthur  Murphy 
. 20.— THE  FIRST  FLOOR.  James  Cobb 
.21.— THE  FOUNDLING.  Eilward  Moure 
.22.—  OROONOKG.  T.  Suutboru 

23. — LOVE  A-LA-MODE.  C.  Macklin 

24. — RICHARD  the  SECOND.  Shakspere 

25. — SIEGE  OF  BELGRADE.  J.  Cobb 

26. — SAMSON  AGONISTES.  John  Milton 

27. — The  MAID  Of  the  MILL.  I.  Biekerstaff 
20  -  ONE  O’CLOCK.  M.  G.  Lewis 

29. — WHO’S  THE  DUPE  ?  Mrs.  Cowley 

30. — MAHOMET  the  IMPOSTOR.  Miller 
.31.— DUPLICITY.  Thomas  Holcroft 

j. 32.  -THE  DEVIL  TO  PAY.  C.  Coffey 
j,  33.— TROILUS  &  CRESSID  A.  Shakspere 
.34. — WAYS  AND  MEANS.  Geo.  Column, 
the -You  tiger 

.35. — ALL  IN  THE  WRONG.  Murphy 
.36.- CROSS  PURPOSES.  W.  O’Brien 
.37.— THE  ORPHAN  ;  OR,  THE  UN¬ 
HAPPY  MARRIAGE.  T.  Qtway. 
.38.— BON  TON.  David  Garrick 
.39.— -THE  TENDER  HUSBAND.  Sir 
I  It.  Steele 

k40. — EL  EYD2S  ;  OR,  THE  CHIEF 
OF  THE  GHAUT  MOUNTAINS. 

William  Barrymore 

141— THE  COUNTRY  GIRL.  Garrick 

.42.-  MIDAS.  Iv.uie  O’Hara 

.43.— THE  CASTLE  OF  ANDALUSIA. 

John  O'Keefe 

L44.  —  TWO  STRINGS  TO  YOUR 

BOW.  it.  Jephson 

.45.-  MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.  W. 

Shakspore 

146.— THE  MISER.  Henry  Fielding 
.47. -THE  HAUNTED  TOWER.  Cobb 
L48.-THE  TAILORS.  Column,  the  Eider 
L *19— LOVE  FOR  LOVE.  W.  Congreve 

160.— THE  ROBBERS  of  CALABRIA. 
W.  h.  Lane 

LSI.— ZARA.  Aaron  Hill 

.52.-  HIGH  LIFE  BELOW  STAIRS. 

lie v.  j.  To wnley 

153.  -MARINO  FALIERQ.  Lord  Byros, 

L 54.— THE  WATERMAN.  Charles  Dib- 

din.  the  Eider 

155. — ' VESPERS  OF  PALERMO.  Mr* 

iJeniuus 

156.  THE  FARM  HOUSE.  J.  F.  Kemble 

157. —  COMEDY  OP  ERRORS.  Shakspere 

158.  -THE  ROMP  Uaac  Bickerstaff 


159. — THE  DISTRESSED  MOTHER. 
Ambrose  Phi  J I  i  j>s 

160. — ATONEMENT  :  OR,  BRANDED 
FOR  LIFE.  W.’Muske rry 

161. — THREE  WEEKS  AFTER  MAR¬ 

RIAGE.  Arthur  Murphy 

162. -- THE  SUSPICIOUS  HUSBAND. 
Dr.  Eloadiy 

163. — THE  DOG  OF  MON'TAKGIS 

From  the  French 

164. — THE  HEIRESS.  General  Bnrg.,yu, 

165. — THE  DESERTER.  Charles  i >m«i  a 

166. — KING  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH. 

William  Shakspere 

167. — COMUS.  John  Milton 

168.  —  RECRUITING  SERGEANT 
George  Farq.uhar 

169. — ANIMAL  MAGNETISM.  InchbaM 

170.  -THE  CONFEDERACY.  Sir  JoUd 

Vanbrugh 

171. — THE  CARMELITE.  Cumberland 

172. — THE  CHANCES.  David  derrick 

173. — FOLLIES  OF  A  DAY.  T.  Holer  of* 

174.  -TITUS  ANDRONICUS-  Simksper* 

175. — PAUL  AND  VIRGINIA.  Cobh 

176. — KNOW  YOUR  OWN  MIND.  A 

Murphy 

177. — THE  PADLOCK.  Isaac  BiolcerstalT 

178. — THE  CONSTANT  COUPLE.  G 

Farquhar 

179. — BETTER  LATE  THAN  NEVER 
M.  P  Audrowu 

180. —  MY  SPOUSE  AND  I.  Charles 
Dibdin  the  Younger 

181. — EVERY  ONE  HAS  HIS  FAULT 

•Mrs.  Inch  bald 

182. -THE  DEUCE  IS  IN  HIM.  George 
Golmau,  tin*  Elder 

183. — THE  ADOPTED  CHILD.  Birch 

184. — LOVERS’  VOWS.  Mrs.  Inehhald 

185. — MAID  OF  THE  OAKS.  Burgoyiu 

186. — THU  DUENNA.  Li.  IT  Sh  rida.i 

187. — THE  TURNPIKE  GATE.  Kuig». 

1 88. — B  O  T  SWELL.  J.  Bedding  Ware 

189. — MISS  IN  HER  TEENS.  GarriM 

190.  —  TWELFTH  NIGHT.  Shakspeiv 

191. — LODOISKA.  J;  P.  Kemble 

192.  — THE  EARL  OF  WARWICK.  IX 
T.  Franklin 

193. —  FORTUNE’S  FROLICS.  J.  a 

Allingham 

194. — THE  WAY  TO  KEEP  HIM.  A 

Murphy 

195. — BRAGANZA.  Robert  Jephson 

196.  — NO  SONG  NO  SUPPER.  Priu.u 
Hoare 

197.  — TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW.  V. 

Shakspere 

198. — THE  SPANISH  STUDENT.  W. 

Longfellow 

199. — The  DOUBLE  DEALER.  Cungrev* 

200. — THE  MOCK  DOCTOR.  Kiel  in* 

201. -  THE  FASHIONABLE  LOVER 

It.  Cumberland 

202.  — THE  GUARDIAN.  David  Garrick 

203. — CAIN.  Lord  Byron 

204. — ROSIN  A.  Mrs.  Brook 

205.  -LOVE'S  LABOUR’S  LOST.  Wm. 

Shakspere 

206.  — THE  HUNCHBACK.  J.  5.  Knowles 

207. — THE  APPRENTICE.  A.  Murphy 

208.  — RAISING  THE  WIND.  J.  Kenny 
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209-LOVERS’  QUARRELS. (Altered  horn 
Vanbrugh)  Thomas  King 

210. — -THE  RENT  DAY.  Douglas  Jerrold 

21 1. -CHRONONHOTONTHOLOGOS. 

Henry  Carey 

212. -— HIS  FIRST  CHAMPAGNE.  William 

Leman  Rede 

213. — PERICLES  PRINCE  OP  TYRE. 

Shakspere 

214. — ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  I.  Pocock 
21».-HE’S  MUCH  TO  BLAME.  Holcroft 

216.  — ELLA  ROSENBERG.  Jame*  Kenny 

217. — THE  QUAKER.  O.  Dibdln,  the  Elder 

218. -SC.HOOL  OF  REFORM.  T.  Merton 
319.— KING  HENRY  IV.  Parti.  Shakspere 

220.  — FIFTEEN  YEARS  Of  a  DRUNK¬ 
ARD’S  LIFE.  Douglas  Jerrold 

221. — THOMAS  AND  SALLY.  lnaao 

BickeratafT 

222. — BOMB ASTES  FURXOSO.  William 

Barnes  Rhodes 

«2 3. -FIRST  LOVE.  Richard  Cumberland 

224.  — THE  SOMNAMBULIST.  W.  T. 

Mdncricff 

225.  — ALL’S  WELL  THAT  ENDS 

WELL.  Shakspere 

226. — TltO  LOTTERY  TICKET.  I.  Beasley 

227. — GUST AVUS  VASA.  Heqky  Brooke 
220.— SWEETHEARTS  AND  WIVES. 

James  Kenny 

229.  — THE  MILLER  OF  MANSFIELD. 

It.  Dodsley 

230. — BLACK  EYED  SUSAN.  Douglas 

J6rrold 

231. — KING  HENRY  IV.  (Part  2.) 

Shakspere 

232. -TNE  STATION  HOU8E.  G.  Dance 

233.  — THE  RECRUITING  OFFICER. 

George  Farquhar 

234. -The  TOWER  OP  NESLS.  G.AJmar 

235. — KING  HENRY  V.  Sbakspere 
836.— THE  RENDEZVOUS.  R  Ayton 

2  3  7.- APPEARANCE  IS  AGAINST 
THEM.  Mtb.  B.  Inchbald 

238. -WII.LIAM  TELL.  James  8.  Knowles 

239. — TOM  THUMB.  Kane  O’Hara 

240.  — THE  RAKE’S  PROGRESS. William 
Leman  Iteae 

241.  — KING  HENRY  VI.  (Part  1.)  Shak- 

s  pore 

842.— BLUE  DEVIL8.  Oolrqan,  the  Foungor 
2  43  .—CHE ATS  of  SCAPIN.  Thoe.  Otway 

244. — CHARLES  the  SECOND.  J.  H.  Pavne 

245.  — LOVE  MAKES  THE  MAU.  Cibber 

246. — VIRGINIUS.  Jas.  Sheridan  Knowles 

247. -The  SCHOOL  for  ARROGANCE. 

Thomas  Holcroft 

240.— THE  TWO  GREGORIES.  T.  Dibdln 
849.— KING  HENRY  VI.  (Part  2.) 

Shakspere 

250. — MRS.  WIGGINS.  3.  T.  Allingham 

251.  — THE  MYSTERIOUS  HUSBAND. 

Richard  Cumberland 

252.  — THE  HEART  OF  MIDLOTHIAN. 

Thomas  Dibdin 

253. — KING  HENRY  VI.  (Part  3.) 


255. — THE  REGISTER  OFFICE.  J  Heed 

256. — JACOB  FAITHFUL.  J.  T.  Haynes 

257. — THE  CHAPTER  Of  ACCIDENTS. 

Miss  Leo 

258. — THE  HAZARD  OF  THE  DIE. 

Douglas  Jerroid 

259. — HERO  &  LEANDER.  I.  Jackman 

260.  -A  gURE  for  THE  HEARTACHE. 
Thomas  Morton 

261. — THE  SIEGE  OF  DAMASCUS. 

John  Hughes 

262. — THE  SECRET.  W.  T.  MoncrlcfT 

2 63 o— DEAF  AND  DUMB.  Thos  Holcroft 

264. — BANKS  Of  the  HUDSON.  T.Dilxijn 

265. — Th6 WEDDING  DAY.  Mr*.  Inchbald 

266. — LAUGH  WHEN  YOU  CAN. 

Frederick  Reynolds 

287.— WHAT  NEXT?  Thomas  Dibdin 
2 SB.— RAYMOND  &  AGNES.  M.  G.  Lewis 

269. — LIONEL# CLARISSA.  I.  Blckerstafif 

270. -TNE  RED  CROW.  Thomas  E.  Wilks 

271. — THE  CONTRIVANCE.  Henry  Carey 

272.  — THE  BROKEN  SWORD.  William 

Dinaond 

273. — POLLY  HONEYCOMBE.  Georgs 

Ool man,  the  Elder 

274. — NELL  GWYNNE.  Douglas  Jerrold 

275. -CYMON.  David  Garrick 

276. — PE&FECTIQH.  Thos.  Haynes  Bayly 

277. — COUNT  Of  NARBONNE.  R.  JepliKjo* 
273.— OF  AGE  TO-MORROW.  T.  DibdiD 

279. — Tilb  ORPHAN  Of  CHINA.  A.  Murphy 

280. ~FEDLAIt’S  ACRE.  George  Almar 

281.  -Tub  MOGUL'S  TALE.  Mrs.  Inchbald 

282. — OTHELLO  TRAVESTIE.  Dowling 

S 83.— LAW  OF  LOMBARDY.  U.Jephson 
84.— ThbDAY  AFTER  the  WEDDING 
MkVie  Theresa  Kemble 

285.— THE  JEW.  Richard  Cumberland 

286.— Thb  IRISH  TUTOR.  Earl  of  Glengall 

287.'— SUCH  THINGS  ARE.  Mrs.  Inchbald 
28-3.— THE  WIFE.  James  Sheridan  Knowles 
289.— THE  DRAGON  OF  WANTLEY. 
Henry  Carey 

aeo.-suiL  shut,  the  coiner. 

ThOtnks  Dibdin 

291, -The  LYING  VALET.  David  Garrick 
292.-The  LILY  OF  ST.  LEONARDS. 

G.  Dibdin  Pitt 

298.— IN  QUARANTINE.  J.  R.  Ware 
294.— THE  HOUSEKEEPER.  D.  Jerrold 
295.— CHILD  OF  NATURE.  Mrs.Iuohbald 
290.— HARVEST  HOME.  G.  Dibdin.  Elder 
297.— WHICH  IS  THE  MAN?  Mre.CowIey 
298.— CAIUS  GRACCHUS.  J.  S.  Knowlo* 

299.— MAYOR  OF  GARRATT.  S.  Foot© 

300.— FRANK  FOX  PHIPPS,  ESQ. 
Charles  Selby 

301.— MIDNIGHT  HOUR.  Mrs.  Inchbald 

302. — THE  DEVIL  S  DUCAT.  IX  Jerrold 

303. — THE  PURSE;  OR,  THE  BENE. 

VOLENT  TAR.  Jam<*  O.  Cross 

304. — ThbWARLOCK  OF  THE  GLEN. 
T.  Egerton  Wilks 

305.— TIIB  LIFE  BUOY.  John  Hoskins 

306.— WILD  OATS,  John  O'Keefe 
807.— THE  WOODMAN.  Bate  Dudley 
808.— LOVE,  LAW,  AND  PHYSIC. 

James  Kenny 


Shakspere 

254.-The ILLUSTRIOUS  STRANGER 
James  Kenny 


4U  the  Standard  Dramas,  Comedies,  Farces,  not  included  in  the  above  List,  will  follow  In  nuccesslcaL 
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